A     LONDON    YEAR
line up at opposite ends of the arena, the trumpeters
blow the charge, and with a cry they press their
knees to the saddle, crouch, and fly together with
a whistle of lance pennants—but not quite ! At
the point of contact they wheel round into line,
salute the royal box, and calmly trot out—a troop
of knights in silver and scarlet. . . .
Of course the Navy does its bit.
The sailors put more ' beef' into their 'turn3
than it seems possible to compress into half an hour.
The Navy delights in hauling heavy guns about
the world. It seems to love pulling them to pieces,
to enjoy throwing the fragments over parapets, to
tear wheels from gun carriages, and suddenly to
put this metal jig-saw puzzle together again ; and
all done so quickly that you cannot think it difficult.
As I leave Olympia the guns of the Royal Horse
Artillery are rumbling over the tan in that breath-
less event known as a musical ride. The gunners
wear the splendid uniform of the Peninsular War
period, and all the old Chelsea pensioners in the
audience, some of whom look quite old enough to
have won the Battle of Waterloo, bend their white
heads together, and feel that this is getting back
somewhere near the good old days.
Criss-cross over the arena thunder the guns, the
wheels of the gun carriage missing collision by
inches as the teams flash by, the four horses of each
team, eager, with outstretched necks, galloping as
if on their way to save the Empire. Then the
sudden end, a grind of wheels, a cloud of dust,
a line of gun carriages, and a salute of white
whips. . . .
A great show 1 Also a wonderful object-lesson
in the rebuilding of the British Army.
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